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Gentlemen and Ladies 


o F 
YORK. 
GENTLEMEN and Lapis |! 
HE Repeated Fa- 
vours I have re- 
ceiv'd from you, 
Goo Ess you 
have been pleaſed to extend 
to me; have prompted me 
to the Preſumption of offer- 
ing the following Trifle for 
22 your 


6. w i) #'s | 
* 5 was ; 


% 


a 


Lü 
ſal. Iam very ſen- 
Mule, there is nothing in it 
can claim the leaſt Pretence 
| to Merit: But as it is the 
firſt Effort of an unexpe- 
rienc d Undertaker, and con- 
| trains nothing, I imagine, that 
can be offenſive to Morality, 
or Good Manners ; I humbly 
hope for your Indulgence : 
And beg Leave to aſſure you, 
my principal Care ſhall al- 
ways be, in my Station, to 
behave ſo, as not to forfeit a 
Continuance of. the Honour 
you have done towards, 


 GenTLeMES and Lies, 
Four Mei Obedient, and 
Moft Humble Servant, = 
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PROLOGUE defign'd to bave been 

[ſpoken by Mr. and Mrs. PETERSON. bl 

3 Mrs. PETERSON. 

77 Husband ! you turn Poet ! Pray, what in ſpir's | 
| Tour giddy Brain ? Or. bow bave you acquir'd | 
A proper Genius, to employ the Stage f | 
I fear your 3 Verſe, won't ſuit this Age: 

Nor pleaſe an Audience, where ſuch Judges cro:2d ; 
Where ns. 4 it, and Senſe: ſo much abound. 

r. PETERSON. 

Don't fear, my Dear! Altho' I needs muſt own 
Your Notion's juſt ; yet I revere the Town. 
Their Merit ſhines, and ſoars above my Pen; 
Subjects for Dryden, Pope, or ſuch bright Men. 
Bur, till, they're good and kind--- ſo will excuſe 
Thoſe Fofbles, that attend my Infant Muſe. 

Mrs. PETERSON. 

. But, yet, I fear your Farce will never fland _ 
A Critics Juagment -- No,'twill ſure be damm d 
Forbear the Thought; and, pray no further venture. 
Let your Ambition in your Playing centre. 

Mr. PETERSON. | [Gogs OFF, 
No, I have promis'd, and I can't retreat; 

Bur muſt (chuſs how it prove) this Af compleat. 
So, whilft I ſtudy to divert the Fair, 

With gay Sir Fopling, and Sir Thomas Care; 
Wich Manly's Conduct, and Belinda's Charms, 
= thaw an Orphan into Be/mour's Arms |! 
| iſappaint a B Country Squire, 

And — prod — he der Heart Deſire : 
WhilftRaree Show Who vii! my Raree Show ſee ? 
I crap Sir Tu oM As, Spight of his Policy. 
LADIES, I hope at leaſt to force a Smile! 
Perhaps you'll laugh -- at Blunders in my Rhime. 
If you're diyerted, I have all I wiſh ; 

80 you. are fav'd the Trouble of an Hils ! C 


ford one Clap — and pardon whar's awils 
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Dramatis Perſonx. 
ESR WINES. x n 
5 G M Þ N. 0 NN for 
Sie Thomas Graſpall, Father to Timothy | 
and Guardian ro Belinda and Corlans. an 
Sure Timothy, Admirer of Dogs and TE 
Horſes, defign'd for Corinna, but mar- Fat BARER. 
rie Betty. | | 
Manly, 4 Gentleman of Birth and For- 
tune, in Love and below by Belinda, E My. Y.az row. 
Friend to Belamour. 
Belamour, A younger Brother, of ſmall For- 
ine ; who, by Manly's Aſſiſtance, traps Mr. Cx AIG. 
' S$ir Thomas. | 
* Sir Fopling Conceit, A Coxcomb, that 
thinks every Woman admires him that 
tes him; courts Belinda, but is re- 
jected by her. 
Smart, A Servant to Manly: A fparpy © 
. Fellow, that carries the Raree Jar. PEARSON. 
0W, | 
Jack, Servant to Sir Thomas, Mr. Suiru. 


1 | Huntſinen, Servants, Cc. 


Belinda, 4 Lady of Fortune, Nizce ro 7 | 
+ Sir Thomas, but at ber own Diſpoſal, C Miſt Hvc urs; 


Afr. PETERSON» 


and Friend to Corinna. 


Corinna, 4 Toung Lady of Fortune: But 
is at the Diſpofal of Sir Thomas, deſign'd 
; for the "Sgixe, yet marries Belamour. | 
Betty, Maid to Corinna, ——_ | 5 N 3 
ile Squire, and marries him. * J PT 


| > $C'ENE, 4 Coumry Town, _ 


Mrs. Bux r. 


The Raree Show. 
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ACT the FAST. 
SCENE, A4 Chamber. 
BELAMOUR diſcover'd fitting. 


AI R I. Grant me, ye Powers. 


ver me, Gods ! to ſet her free, - 1 

36 A loſe her from her Miſery. 

853 Thou, od of aid my Deſyn ; 
0 


And grant CORINNA w * mine 72 
But if th Pars that Gift deny, 
Oh / let me only fab, and die. 
| Euter Max L v. 


Mau. Good Morrow, Belamour. What, not 
eſt yet! Methinks your Love for Corinna ſhould 
e ſharper — than to fool away a Morning in your 
©2amber ? But I find A is no Whet to your 
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2 50 36. 9 þ | 
Bel. You're miſtaken, Manly ! for I was juſt 4 
' ſtudying how to come at her. You know I am 
deny'd Acceſs by her Guardian : And tho' 1 have 
| Reaſon to believe my Addreſſes are agreeable to 
her ; yet; while the old Fox keeps ſuch a watch- 
ful Eye over her, twill be impoſſible for the young 
Politictan ever to come at her: Tho' I, ſtill, live 
in Hopes, one Day or other, to ſurmount all 
-Difficulties. | | 

Man. Is there no' other Bar then , but het 
Guardian ? Does not the Squire give you a lit- 
tle Uneaſineſs? Ha I ha, ha - 

Bel. Prethee, why do'ſt laugh ? You can't 
think I have any Reaſon to fear from him, the 
leaſt Danger. Nothing but Force can make Co- 
rinna ſubmit to ſo unpotifh'd an Animal. 

Man. Don't be too poſitive ! Too much Secu- 
tity begets Negligence, I have known many a 
fine Lady conſent to a Match, full. as. ridiculous ; 
only for the ſake of a Title. T5 
Bel. Ha! ha, ha. The Proverb will, then, 

ſuit you, as well as your Friend: For, I ſuppoſe, 
Fou are very certain bf Belznaa's Conſtancy ; ot 
you would not ſuffer a conceited Coxcomb to fool 
his Time away with her as he does. For he has 
a Title too. Ha! ha, ha. | 

Man. What | Sir Fopling Conceit — who is 
juſt eome down to pay a Viſit, or ſo I know he 
has Vanity enough to promiſe himſelf Succeſs with 
half the Ladies in Town; and yet has not Wit 
enough to ſubdue an Orange Wench, who is any 
Man's Meat for a Teſter. Pſhaw 1! there's nd 
Danger in ſuch a Coxcomb. „ 

Bel. No Danger I that's a Miſtake = for yt 
the Darling of the Ladies ; They admire him 15 | 


v 


1 
* 


EW Fa 
his Songs; and fear him for his Lampoons. All 
Men are his intimate Friends, tho' he had never 
ſeen em before. He ſometimes favours me with 
a Viſit for no other Reaſori — I believe but to 
view his pretty Perſon in my Looking-Glaſs. 

Man. Why, ſure, no Woman can be taken with 
ſich a Wretch, who thinks well of no Body, but 
himſelf ! And, with all that Vanity, he's as ugly, 
and lean, as a Skeleton! He has chang'd his Taylor 
ſix times, becauſe his Shoulder- Bone ſtuck out. 


Enter Servant. 


Sir Fopling Conceit is come to wait on you, Sir. 
Bel. Defire him to walk 5. Exit 9 
We have given each other the Portraiture — A 
now we ſhall view the Original. 


Enter Sir FoPLiNG, — [Runs to the Glaſs, 
and adjuſts himſelf ;, then turns round, 
Sir Fop. Belamour ! How do'ſt do, my Boy? 
Mr. Manly, Your's — Lard ! you fat Fellows have 
ſuch terrible Glaſſes, they make one look ſo thin ! 
that, ſtrike me all of a Heap —if I know myſelf. 
Bel. Come, don't find Fault with my Glals ; for 
your pretty Perſon — is the ſame — out of it == 
as in it — I can aſſure you, Ha |! ha, ha. 
Sir Fop. Sure, I can't be ſo lean as your Glaſs 
repreſents — for in my own Glaſs I thought L 
look'd too plump to-day. | 
Man. Why, Sir Fopling ! — I ſuppoſe — you, 
like the reſt of your Brother Beaux have got 
a flattering Glaſs, Ha ! ha, ha, | 
Sir Fop. Prethee — my Dears — be not ſo cen- 
ſorious — for really I begin to belly too much: 
I muſt make a Tour into France; it will do my 
Complexion good, as well as my Shape, 
| Þ Nan. 


| 


1 


| Ni _ That muſt & me © Later, c. 


Mr 


_— 
2 Complexion | and Shape! Ha, ha, ha: 


Why, thod art, already, ſo ſallow, and thin | Thou 


afr fit for nothing bar to be hung up in Barber's 
Surgeon's Hall — for a Skeleton. — A Woman 


might as well lie with a Fag N I 


1 Sir Fyß. Ohl! you're envious ! The Ladies are 


of io men ot, I was told this Morning 
by a — young Creature — that 1 2 look 
walk if I were dead. — I ͤhad the good * 2 
ſome Months ago, to ſnap — that 125 by 
Heart. Strike me dumb ! if it bent true, — - 
She prais'd me, to that degree, oi one Morning ! that, 
ok my Soul — ſhe made me bluſh — which 
now_is very ſurprizing = I begg'd of her, in 
the moſt moving manner, fo deſiſt — upon which 
— the pull'd out her Handkerchief : ard catches 
hold of the Tip of my Glove, and cries our — 
with a deep tragical Strain Who can behold ſuch 


Beauty, and be filent ! — Upon which, I fat me 


down, and wrote a Song upon my own Charms. 


T fing it. if you pleaſe. — But you'll think me 


vaitt!-you'll think me vain. 

2 Bel. No, no, upon my Word, we ſhall have the 
fame; Opinion of you, as we cver had. 

_ Sir Fr 1 generous, ſtap my Vitals ! 


ATR II. 


ny ber in Perſe onage 
 Tip-top-., of all 2 of VE 
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S : Gallant, and 83 
"Jobs conſpiring. 


25 cl A Rt admiring 1 
- |Panting, deſiring 


"IC % hes DOE Man, 


1 
Man. This Fool is en improv d, fince 1 
ſaw him. b A 
Bel. Fools always tene in Folly, or witty 
Men in Underſtanding. © 


Man. Indeed, he has great acquir'd Par ts, Pray, 


Sir Fop --with Permiſſion--what-do you allow yagcr 
Hoſier for quilting the Calves of your Stockings ? 
Sir Fop. Nay, now you're quite barbarus | — 


Belamour, adieu! — Mr. Many, I am your's.— I 


muſt go home to anſwer Half a Dozen Biil it. Doux 


L from Ladies of Quality ity. Strike me to the 


Center ! -- if I have not a Buſhel of them by me 


Gads-me I'd like to have forgot I have gain'd 


another Conqueſt | —ſinice I came amongſt you 
and ſuch a Conqueſt ! She's the moſt beautiful 
Creature J ever ſaw — She's a Woman of DiRin- 
gion, I aſſure you, Half the Men in Town 
axe d ing for her. I fnatch'd a Roſe from her 
fair Boſom : She threw | herſelf into my Arms 
And I'm the happy Man. Ha! ha! ha. 
Mau. You're very happy, Sir Fopling! Bat 


mayn't we have the Honour to know the Lady's 


 Name— that thus tranſports you ? 

Sir Fap. Her Name ! She's a moſt angelick Crea- 
ture! ſtrike me all o one Side — and ber Name 
is Belinda. 

MAX. an erly.) Sir, do you know, that I-love 
that L 

Sir Fop. Do you ! then thou art the moſt miſers- 
ble Creature on the Face of the Earth: ſor ſho is 
otherways engag'd 1 to my Knowledge —— She 1 is, 


tap my Vitals! 


. Sins — Ladies conſpiring, Kc. — Exit. 


n. A moſr admirable Coxcomb, truly. 


B 2 Thus 


rr 
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- Thus th' officious Tribe of Fools go on, 


And on the worſt of Errors blindly tun: 
- Expoſe their Follies, ſtand for Ridicule ; 
Becray their Ignorance, and confeſs the Fool. 
| * [Excunt, 


SCENE, 4 Hall. 


Enter Sir TH oMAs, alone. 


Sir Tho Sure, never Man was fo happy in a Son 
as Lam. I know he loves Corinna; and tho? ſhe ne- 
ver favours his Addreſſes, he looks upon her as his 
Property; and ſhe ſhall either be Tims Wife, or 


go without a Huſband — for Men now-a-days — 


value the Money — more than the Woman, Her 
Father, gcod Man ! took Care to leave her Fortune 
in my Hands — for which I've thank'd him a thou- 


fand times — for by that Means I've made her be- 


ſieve ſhe is entirely at my Diſpoſal — Tho her 
Father defign'd no ſuch thing any longer — than 
- While ſhe came to the Age of Eighteen. — But I 
can ſee no great Harm, in turning ber Fortune to 


my Advantage — when at the ſame time I would 


_ make her my Daughter — marry her to my only \ 
Child—it's true — he is none of your wiſhy waſhy 


Toupee Sparks—yet I ſhall leave him a large Eſtate, 
and a Title. And I dare ſwear will turn out ag 
good a Huſband, as any Knight in the Shire. 


[Jack craſſes the Stage. ] 


Come hither, Jack. Where's Son Tim? We 
Fac. He's gone a hunting, Sir. 


Sir Tho. Hark ce, Fack, do you never hear Tim 
Ipeak of Miſs Corry ? | 
Jack. Speak of her! Why, he's always a prai- 


ſing of her, Sir: And he has made the braveſt 


Song 


a. 


189 1 
Song about her, that ever you heard. But Sir — 


I wonder you never thought of her yourſelf —- 
you're not ſo old — and ſhe is as pretty a Morſal, 
as a Man would wiſh to lay his Leg o'er. 
Sir Tho, Why, look ye, John, I can't ſay, but I 
once had ſuch a Deſign ; and don't doubt, but with 
a large Joynture, and — other Perquiſitęes— 
I might have won her. But had I died, and leſt 
a flaunting young Widow ; what a ſorry Figure 
muſt Tim have made in his Knighthood, during her 
Life -- And ſhe, perhaps, might ſurvive him - the 
very Thought of That, put all Love out of my Head. 
But, Fack, has Son Tim any Company with him ? 
Facł. I believe he has: He ſent laſt Night to 
Sir Fouler Kennel, and Squire Chety-Chaſe, to meet 
him, upon the Hills, at Five this Morning. 
[ A Horn blous.] 
Sir Tho. Hark l they are near at Hand, ſure, 
Jack. Oh! here comes my young Maſter, Sir. 


Enter 'Squire, Huntſmen, and Dogs. ' 
Sgu. Hey, Boys | forward Rockwood, Stweet- 
Lips, Beauty, Ceſar ! Ranter, Hey | Oh, you 
pretty Dears ! The Indies ſhould not purchate you, 


A&A £k. KK MS 
Tantwivee, twivee, twivee, 
High and Low : 
Hark ! hark, hark, how the merry, 
Merry, merry Horn does blow ? 
W hilt over the Bogs, we'll follow th' Dogs; 
For Puſs is gone over th Plain. 
There's Rockwood, and Ranter, 
a Jouler, and Spring: 
Here's Sweet-Lips, and Beauty, 
Make gil the Woods ring | 
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Sen B flies 1 Lil: d Aid Their Kenkels clean C 
orrow,. Father “ - Gogd: Morrow. 
Sir 70. T hank" ee, oy: But, 7. im —1 think 
"you follo 1.8 Game tod Yn whilſt you ne- 
7 Bee 4 Scent.” "pK 
7 8 T:hught youlc ova Hunting ? 
2 Th Ay, fo I 46, Tim, But your. beſt 
> ae —  preſeit Sf to pafſus nne 
F — — more cloſely. 
Dzu. You now, Father, Io Im in n che Flouſe with 
Y "er ©. 1 e Day TAC make 
Love by Night t's the onl ime o — 
ain 2 Miſe els. FP Pi . Bene 
Sir Tho. An Phe's a cunning yourg Rogue—— 
his Fatker every Inch of Him: But, Tim: I'm told 
you have made n on Miß Corry ?- Pray let's 


1 "AY Ine 1 vun eee 
Gu. With all my Heart Sic. HIem __ 4 
er AIR IV. 1 am in Tru, 


* lobe a Laſs, that does ſurpa 
All Girls 15 our le a4 x 
She 4s fo. Lair, uwe 
A None can compare; 
Sb ; bear's "the . \aLonndridh 
3 1 . . be ig % ſweet, " . g 
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| n more white them now 3 


wp ee Black thin Jene, - 

* bluſhing — | = 

bd Coral Lips 28. 417 
ier Teeth are 


Her Breath's wy fr wav, 
Her Voice. all une 
She. Ry - ngs like Fardinello :__ |, 
Hier ta 82 ry 
Ho ſtrikes my Taſle, © 
Miſs Corry, Oh Tn thy Follow. 

Sir Tho. Well done, In Ah, he's a Chip of 
the old Block. 

Seu. Odsfleth ! Fathet, there's ſome of our Neigh- 
bours met on the Bowling-Green, and have got the 
Fidlers; ſo we are to have a Country Dance: And 
I promis'd to carry Miſs Corry — Ecod | I'll find 
her out, and ſhe ſhall: be my Partner. '-|SinGs] 
Her taper Waſte, &. [Exit. 
e Sir Tho. Ah, let Tim alone. — 
Succeſs attend thee, Boy ! -- Ah, Jim's an Art, 
At firſt Attack t -= to gain a Lady's Heart. 

[ Exit. 
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S CE NE, 4 Chamber. 


Emer Tok) oh" and BETIIN DA. 


12 My dear Belinda L envy your Happineſs: 
For you ate at Liberty to chuſe for yourſelf. But 
when 1 reflect on my own Confinement=- I cou'd 

- almoſt curſe the Hour, 1 was born, ro think T am 

' left at the Diſpoſal of an old Villain, chat 

nothing but Inteteſt and, to ſecute that, would 
acribice ie 10 his "boobily Stm=—- Bor I will 


9 


T 10 ] has 
ſeoner.chufe to make my Exit in my Garters, than ] 
marry. a Wretch, with whom I can never enjoy 
a Moment's Happineſs. Nor can I think my Fa- 
ther meant this Tyranny. 


AIR v. Wou'd Fate to me Belinda give, 
Hear me, ye Powers ! and ſet me free 
From Avarice, and Tyranny : 

* to my Wiſhes prove ! 
And bleſs me with, the Man I love. 
But if the Fates will have it ſo, 
That I muſt the dear Man forego ; 


Protect me from the Booby Squire! 
I be content, —— no more deſire. . 


Beli. My dear Corinna, I'm very ſorry for your 
Mis fortunes; and wiſh ic were in my Pow'r to 
make em eaſie. But come — My Uncle may 
Gie, and then you may chuſe for yourſelf ! his Son 

has no Pretence to Guardianſhip ! Therefore, dear 
Girl, throw aſide this melancholly Humour, and *(' 
be good Company | 
AIR VL Vain Belinda. 
Poor Corinna, dont deſpair, 
Fortune waits to guide th* Fair. 
The Fates will keep you from all Harms, 
And lodge you in your Lovers Arms. 


Cor. If it were not; for your Friendſhip, and 
agreeable Converſation --- T_ ſhould be miſerable 
indeed! But, my Dear, I'll take your Advice in a 
Scheme I have in my Head. I was thinking of 
writing to Belamour --- I know his Love for me 
would ſpur his Invention to contrive (if poſſible) 
to free me from my Guardian --- and take me ta 
his Protection. — But if he ſhou d fail, ge Sou 


| 11 | 
done for ever. Now what I would deſ re of thee; 
my Dear, is, to get Mr. Manly to carry th' Letter 
to Belamour. I know his Love for you would en- 
gage him in my Intereſt : And his having free Ac- 
ceſs - at all rime$-- our Deſigns may be carry'd 
on, without the leaſt Suſpicion, | 
Beli. With all my Heart. And here comes 
Mr. Manley very opportunely = I'll acquainc 
him with the Affair, and beg his Aſſiſtance. 
Cor. Do, Belinda, and T'll retire to my Chamber, 
and write ; and be with you again — 
t. 
Eier MANLY. L | 
Madam, your moſt obedient. What, alone ! where's 
Corinna? I thought you were inſepetable. 
, Beli. Alas! poor Corinna ! She is in à terrible 
Situation: She's juſt retir'd - to write to Belamour 
—-- a111 I have enzag'd you, Sir, to deliver the Let- 
ter; and likewiſe aſliſt him in any Deſign he un- 
dertakes to trap my Uncle. Corinna will 
never marry Belamour, without ſhe can procure 
him her Fortune : Tho' he generouſly offer'd to 
ſtand to my Uncle's Courteſy --- who, I dare ſwear, 
will never be brought to patt with a Shilling —— 
without Stratagem — Tho' I have ſome Rea- 
ſon to think --- he makes her believe, ſhe's wholly 
in his Power, for his own Intereſt, only. For 
I can never imagine any Father would be fo barba- 
| | Tous, as to leave an only Child te ſach hard 
Condition. | 
Man. Really, Belinda, Im of your Opinion; 
and ſhall ſcraple nothing to ſerve my Friends: You 
may command me. And it will add ro my Plea- 
ſute in being an Aſſiſtant td comp eat their Hap- 
2 pineſs. —— . | | | | 
| [Enter Cotinna, with a Letter. 


. 
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, 4” | E 
Mr. : Manſy, I'm your * obedient. Sir, Shall = | If. = 
beg of you to give Mr. Belamour this Letter? * N 
ſuppoſe Belinda has made you ee with 
our Deſign. 
a Yes Madam; and T {hill be proud to ſerve 
u. Ladies, your moſt obedient. Len at Beli 4 
"Oh . Lovely, Maid 

Beauties that captivate my Soul, I daily view ! 

my 3 ſhines --- * Charms aro ever new. 
Ln. 


ee. 


A 1 . ad touch the warb ling Lyre. 


"Now to prove your Conſtancy, 
Exer your Poder, and reſcue me. | 
Corr, this once aſiſt me, Boy ! 
Aud crow my deep Deſpair with Jo. 
"From Bondage, and from Slavery, 

= Thou God of Love ! deliver me. EIT 


Beli. Now, my Dear, let me advile you, in 
your Behaviour to the Squire: Diſguiſe you | 
Averſion to him, ſo you'll prevent my Uncle's Tex: ; 
louſy; and have more Opportunity to purſue 
N Deſigns But* huſh, he's here; —— 
Enter Squire. | 
— Conkin Bell — Wife that mun be, IL 
am thine, 
Cor. Your Servant Freet 'Squire Timothy ! 
Szu. Sweet Squire Timothy — Good | Matters | 
go well — Oh! Law ! there's a Power of ur 
Neighbours met upon the Buwlin . and 
have got the Fidlers, and intend for a Dance; 
- and I have promis d to carry you for my Parte 
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. 


ner, Bonny. F 
Cor. Good Squire, haye you no ether Way of 
-Faiing your Time, but 3 * „Se 
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$qu. Why, what a Murrian ſhould we do? 
Cor. Why, read. *Tis a manly Diverſion. 
$qu, Read! why,ſo 1 have read — The Com- 

pleat Farrier, and ſeveral other Books about — 

Horſes ; and a Book that's writ about Quadri!s, 

Ombre, and Piguet; and for other Books > there's 

nouzht in em, nought at all in em, by. Goles. ! 

Beli. Now, methinks, Diſcourſe is a pretty 
Way of paſſing one's Time. 

We Ecod ! and fo it is: — And Ituk as 
mich as any Man in Exglaud: My Teige ſel- 
dm lies ſtill: And, tho' I fay it, I'm able to run 
down all I meet — about Dogs — and Horſes. 

Cor. Indeed ! You are an accompliſh'd Fool, 
that's the Truth on't. [ 4fiae. 

gu My Dogs are the beſt in Erg/and. I have 
one Dog they call Ranter — I chriſten'd bim — 
He was gotten upon Sir Jouler Kenne!'s Bitch. 
Lady: I was not ſorryer when my Siſter dy'd — 
then when poor Lady dy'd — But let that paſs — 
Ranter was got by your Father's Dog, Ra K- 
wood + [ To Belinda. ] IL 

Beli. You knew Rockwood, then ? 

Sau. Knew him ! Ay, as well as I knew your 
Father And of a Dog, and a Man - poor Souls 
I ſhall never ſee two better in th' Field — than 
Rockwood, and your Father. 

Cor. How the Fool has coupled em ! [ A/ide.] 


Syn. Odsfleſh'! will you go and dance, I iy? 


Cor. Indeed, Squire! I never took any Plea- 
fure that Way, 

| OS no Excuſes = I'll not be deny'd : 
Odsfleſh, I ſhall have an undutiful Wife, if you 
refuſe what T defire e. | 
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AIR II. Bright God of Day. 
My Corry, oy, | 
| Pr ay be Sr iS 
Nor break my poor Heart, that's ſa true: 
love you more dear, 
Than my Father, I ſwear ! 74 
Nay, Sweet-Lips, or Beauty, I vaw. |! - 
Nay, Sweet-Lips, or Beauty, I vo. 


Come, lets to the Green : 

There is to be ſeen 

Such Sights, as Ju ſet me a madding | | 

Theres Dancing, and Sporting 5 + 

| Nay, Riſing, and Courting, 

And every Thing elſe to your Liking | | 
And every Thing elſe to your Likng. | 


Each Lad, with his Laſs, | 
155 - Does trip ver the Eraſs; / 
Whilſt Fiddtes, and Hautboys, do play. 9 
As they fall in the Ring, 
They call, and they x A 

"Squire Tim, bring Miſs Corry away ! 
'Squire Tim, bring Miſs Corry away, 


Cor. Indeed, Squire, I have a very great Eſteem 

for your Perſon : But I'm afraid you'll regard your 

Dogs and Horſes ſo much, that the poor Wike 

will be forgotten. 8 
Sgu. I warrant you 45 love you, while lo- 

ving is good ; and I'll make you a ſwinging Joyns 

ture: Then I am acquainted with your Jockeys, 

and Hunting-Lords! They, perhaps, may bring 

me to ſee the King | I then may riſe as well 

as the beſt of em. —» But will you ga, I tay 2; 

Cory 
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Cor. J have ſome few Orders to give my Maid, 

and we'll follow you in an Ioſtatt. 

Squ. E'cod ! She's a dainty Tit! I ſhall be as 

happy as the Day is long. { S1NGs. } 
| J love don more atar, c. — ¶ Exit. 
Beli. Come, Corinna, be chearful, and let us 
follow him. 

Cor. How, Belinda ! can I be chearful, when 

the very Criſis of my Fate's fo nigh, 

Beli. Never fear, my Girl: 
Succeſs mult, ſure, attend all thoſe 
Where trueſt Love with ſolid Judgment joins. 

Cor. And yet, methinks, my Heart to Fear incliges, 


[ Exeunt, Arm. in Arm 


A C T Ends. 


bs i * 
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SCENE. A Tavern. 


Murx and BELAMOQUR, [Sitting at a Table. ] 


mERE, Boy ! bring us a 
df Bottle of Wine. Poor 
Corinna Well, ſhe deſerves 
to be reſcu'd : And your 
Scheme is the only Way 
to accompliſh it, But who 
—— ha we get to perſonate thi 

— Raree-Show-Man ? 
Man. I've juſt thought on't: I have, an arch 
Servant, who will manage it dexteroully — And, 


to our Wiſh, he ſpeaks broken French "tolerably 


well, and. will help to favour the Deſig n.—He's 
waiting without We'll ſend for hint in — 
Here, Drawer! 


Enter. Drawer. 
Here, here, Sir. 


Man. Send my Servant hither, 
Dra. Yes, Sir. m— Exit; 


Enter SMART. 


. : 


= 
* 


Nan. Well, Smart, L know you cen keep a Se- 
ctet; and I have an Affair to try you in, which 
| © will require your uimeſt Caution, and Priraey. 
yet. Ab, cear. ir! 1 hope zn denz doubt 
my Ability to ſerve you, let th' Affair be never fo 
difficult: T warrant, I'll manage it to FerſeCtion ; 
or, may I never. be hotfour'd with the Title of 
Squire Manly's Gentleman more. 
| Min. Here | drink that Glaſs of Wine : and 


* 


go home: I'll be there in Half an Hour — fo wait 
tor my Coming, and chen I will give. you Inſtruc- 
tions how to behae. 

Smart. | ASIDE. ] What a Pox can my Maſter - 
mean by all this Secrecy — Sure, Lm not to turn 
Pimp: — No, no, I never knew him put up 
that Game < I can't think that's his Scheme — 
tho” it looks plaguey like it — perhaps my Ma- 
ſter has got into bad Company, which puts thoſe 
bad Thoughts into his Head — if it be fo — [ 

ſuppoſe I muſt be honour'd with the Office and 
Title of Pimp Well, let it be what it will, 
I- muſt obey: And Im ſure I cant ſorſeit my 
Honour for a better Maſter. 1 
AIR IX. Dear Catholick Brother. 
My Maſter's turn d Wenther, ſo uliy may not I 
Emoy a young Girl, with a black rowling Eye ? 
Whilft 1 pimp for tbe Squire, I'll flare of bis Game ;, 
Then abandon my Miſtreſs, without Fear or Shame, 5 
Sure tis ſome bright Geddefs, that's lately turn dll here, 
That thus rais'd his Paſſion to play at All- Fours. 
With a Fal, lal, la. Dios. 


Bel. My dear Manly ! how am I oblig d to 
_ * your Invention! What can I do, to recompence 
ſuch Friendſhip ? a. 


18 J 
Maj. My Recompener will be, to ſee you hap- 
py with Corina. But haſte, let's loſe no Time, 
Bel. Oh, generous Friend(Mip'! chus a Scheme to lay, 
Which, once accompliſfi d crons the 
„ | (happy Day. 
AI R 11. Wich tuneful Pipe. 
„VMPitb all the Wige of ſwift Defire, 
"= To CORINN .A. 7 fly ?! 
PII ſet her free from every Fear, 
' Or in th Attempt will aye. 
. That ſbant avail; 
My Sword ſhall end the Strife 
PI. break her Chain, | 
OT And eaſe ber Pain ; 
25 the Porfelture | 
| The Forfeiture, 
The Forfeiture's my Life ! 
[ExzUyNT. 


SCENE, A Hal. 
Enter Sir T ROM As, 'Sqnike, CORINNA, 
| and BELINDA. 

Sir Tho, Well, my Chickens | how have yoa 
been diverted yonder ? I would have been with 
you — but Mr, Litigious, my Lawyer — was ſet- 
ting your Joyneure; Corry — No leſs chan Eight 
Hundred Pounds per hum. A fine Thing, 
E'cod 1 and ſach a Huſband as Tim Look at 
him — Do but look at him, Corr). 
© Cor. Sir, I do; and find new Charms in him 
every Day. 


of 
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but — when ſhall the Wedding be — 
Come — name the Day. 


it's a certain Sign, you are in Love with me. 


Tadies, your moſt obedient. Waat, Sir ey 


* 


. 


r 
Sir To. Well laid, that's my good Girl — But 
Cor. I wou'd but we are interrupted —— 
- | Enter Sir FoLIx U. — B. 
Ladies, I kiſs both your Hands Belinda, Child ! 
Im juſt going to buy me a new Coach == And, ho- 
ping to have you, one Day or other, the Miſtreſs 
of it; I was willing to have your Fancy in the 
Lining. Now, I think Roſe-Colour would ſuit 
well with my Complexion. 

Beli. Oh ! yes. Roſe-Colour wou'd be vaſtly 
pretty. Oh ! the Coxcomb | [ Afrae. ] 

Sir Fop. Oh, my dear Creature ! 1 have a Se- 
cret to tell you — I wou'd not have you think 
of Manly — for he has two Ladies with Child 
by him ; and one claims Marriage. 
Beli. You had beſt marry her for him, Sir Fop- 
ding : He'll give you a good Portion with her, 
no doubt. Ha ! ha. 

Sir Fop. Now frown me to the Center, if I 
thought ſo harſh a Repartee eou'd come out of 


that pretty Mouth: But I know you think every 


thing agreeable, I ſay, for all that. 
Beli. Conceited Coxcomb | Were I a Man, I'd 
cudgel you out of this Conceit of yourſelf ; But 


as I am, I can only deſpiſe, and laugh at you, 


Ha ! ha, ha. 
Sir Fop. You are very pleaſant, ſtrike me taſteleſs ! 
Ha, ha, ha. And I'm glad to find you are fo; far 


Beli. Monſter of Vanity, begone, or 1 ſhall be 
put of all Patience. | 
s Enter MANLY. 


. 1 
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80 f Ladies, I ſce you have got the Flower of 

Knigbthood amongſt you! The only Darling of 

the Fair Sex. Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir. Fop. Hark'ee, Mr. Manly : I would adviſe 

not te think of Belinda : — for the loves only 
me: — Now do'ſt chou really expect ever to win 
a Lady, where I have once made my Addrefles ? 

Mam Coxcomb ! not worth my Notice. Do 
you hear him, Belinda ? 

Bali. Ves; and am not at all fate dz Far; *, 
with-whar Pace can you make your Addreſſes, 
Mr. Mantes, when you have two Ladies with 
Child by you 3 and Sir Fopiing, here, is ready to 
ae: Me 

Man. How Vanity lis this true? If you don't 
follow, me, and give me a Gentleman's Satisfaction, 

T ſhall take you for a Scoundrel, and uſe you as 
you deſerre. Therefore follow me, I fay. Exit. 

Sir Fab. With all my Heart; and you ſhall ſee 
1 can fight, as well as make Love. — Ladies, I'll 
ut pink his Soul, and return inſtantaneouſly, Exit. 
Beli. Pray Heaven, Manly receive no Harm 
Cor. My Dear, you ſeem diforder'd ! 

Sir Tho. Come, Lafles, don't be frightned ; for 
Sir Fopling had rather admire his ſweet Perſon in 
a Looking-Glaſs — than, draw his Sword, I be- 
lieve. — However, let's follow. him for fear of 
the worlt {Fc or Cowards ſometimes are valiant 
13 n nr nt I Ex, OMNES, 
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5 Eitef MaxLy and Sir ForLiNG. N 

Man. Come, Sir, I hope you like this Place; 

you ec nice in chaſing ane a ert <4 
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Sir Fop. Ves, Sir, for here I ran one Man thro” 
and gave another his Life. % — 9 
(| Man. Come, make ready then. . J 19715 
1 Sir Fp. Tm damaably afraid, ſtap my Vitals! 

But if I ſhould not AY che Ladies will def 
piſe me ; that's cerrain. | v6 V wt 
Man. Come, 8 2 iet 
Sir op. Vou' re in greatHaſte, methinks! [ Drating. 
Beauty what art thou? but a fading Flower !3 
Man. Beauty l what che Devil haſt thou to do 
with Beauty? For thou art a vain, ugly r 
and the Ladies care not a Fig for these. 
Sir Fop. Come, on then! Now for — — 
| They fight, Manly diſarms bin. ] 
Don't kill me, for the Ladies will hate you, 1 
you do, | — FT}. 
| Man. Prethee live; and his as valh A F ool 
J ever. 4 
| Sir Fop. Thou art an ill-bred Fellow, to 3 
| one down, and ſpoil one's Cloaths ſo. Cou't y 
not have fought eaſily and handſomely- like a 
Gentleman. I warrant you have done me Twenty 
Pounds Worth of Damage : If I thought ot your 
being fo brutiſh, I wou'd have Tent bome"for a 
Carper to have fought upon. 4, uy 1 

Man. Thou art a ridiculous Puppy! 20m © 

Sir Tho: | Peeping.} No, no-: 9 ee 50 Hood 
ſhed. Girls, you may venture in. % Linc 


Euer Sir Tnoptas, Conia, 10 Bertg pz. f 
Beli. Well, Sir Fopling ! Have ou pi 18 
Soul ? Ha, bo ha ging e Pigþ l 

Man. Is this the Lady, 16 you pluck'd Role 

| from her fair Boſom? fell into your Arms 

- id © - yoo were the happy d Man! Foot Sir Fe- 

0 — . Ha, OR. ' | 
"IS | 


1 28- ] | 
Sir Fop. I never was out of Tountenance be- 
fore — never before | Strike me blind! but here» 
after the whole Sex ſhall pay for this: For I! 
be inexorable to all Love-Intreaties — I will — 
Strike me all of a Beap ! | er. | 


Sir Tho, That will be an irreparable Lo 
fair Sex, truly. | | 
Man. I hope, my dear Belinda! what this 
Coxcomb has ſaid, has made no Impreſſion 
if upon you. | 
il Beli. No, Mr. Many: J know you have too 
much Honour in you, to be guiity of ſuch an 
| Enormity- n 
Sir Tho. Well, well, a pies on him — let's a 
| 11 done with the Thoughts of ſuch a puſilla nimous 
| 
| 


5 to the 


Creature. — And let's go in ; tor I've provided a 
#mall Collation, which waits for your Aceeptance. 
Man. Sir, We'll attend you, Excuut omnes. 


; 

ſ PE 
1 5 C E N E, A Chamber. 8 
U "Enter Bxrry, fallow'd by the Squite. 


1 Dy, My dear bonny Betty! Have you confie 
[i der'd of the Propoſal' I; made you ? And will you 
let me hear from that ſweet Tongue, You'll make 
me happy with your Perſon ? Then, in Return of 
that Favour, I'll pot only ſettle what I propos d; 
bur throw another Hundred Guineas into thy 
Apron, for the firſt Bleſſing I enjoy. with thee, 
"And Fit for ever love you, I ſwear Betty / 
Betty, Dear Squire, forbear ! To tempt me to 
do a thing, which you are certain would be the 
Roin of me, argues but little Proof of your Love, 
" Befides; I have often teld you, that I vag my! 
8 | 2 $45 % - LD 
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Virtue above your Eſtate : And, if you ſtill perſiſt 


ther. If I mind my Hits, I may make ſomething 
of this Booby ; for I know my Miſtreſs never in- 
tends to marry him. [ Aſide. 

Hu. Nay, dear pretty Betty, don't break my 
Heart! For I love you as well — as well — as I 
do Fox-Hunting, Therefore, don't break my 
Heart, I fay. Log: 

AIR XI. The Man that ventures. 


Dear Betty, why ſo cev, I love you mare than Li 
ha Fal, la, l, la: Je 
Aud, were it not for Father, thou ſoon ſhou'd be my 
ent With a Fal, la, ia? (Wife. 
Come, grant me myRequeſt, Þ li doat upon thyCharms, 
Then 7 me paſs one Hour, incircl'd iu thy Arms 
| With Fol, la, la, la la. 


When once I take Poſſeſſion of thee my only Dear, 
| Vith a Fal, hal, la. | 

Tl beſtow on thee a Fortune of Fifty Pounds aTear, 

With a Fal, lal, la. 

And whoſoe'er I wed, no one Pl} love hike thee : 


So grant the Bliſs, or by this Kiſs, thowlt be the 


| ( Death of me, 

With a Fal, lal, In, rr. 
ATR XII. | The State ef old Virgins, 
Begrpv.Pray, Squire, give o re, and act me no more ; 

Nor plague me—nor leaze me: -0 ſuch a vileScors : 

tt aurG ay 2 . has no . 

Hoa mean for your ie, I mia or Your bare: 
Good for your Where: | 


Coo for your Whore, 


nn  -tna mean fur your N e: ¶ n tos good for yourW ord: 
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in this Folly, I'm reſolv'd to acquaint your Fa- 
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My" Honour and Virtue to me is more dear 
Than Titles, or Grandeur, or Thouſands a Year : 
Eer you gain your Deſire, once more I you tell, 
£11 die an old Maid, and lead Apes in Hell; 
7 * in Hell, 
| pes in Hell 
1 die an old Maid, and lead Apes in Hell. Exit. 

Sęu. Go _ ways, for a croſs-grain'd Quean: 
Ecod ! 1 like her mainly, tho“: I'll not leave her 
thus — Il have to'ther Bout with her! Odſo, 
here comes Father, and the reſt of the Company, 


Enter Sir TuomMas,. MANLY, BELINDA, 
and CORINNA. 


Sir Tho. Why, how now. Tim, what made you 
| leave your Company ſq. ſoon ? 
gu. Sir, One of my favourite Dogs was taken 
ill ; ſo I was 6blig'd to go, and tell the Huntſ- 
man, what I wou'd have done with him. 
[4 Rarge-Show.. cry'd without.) 
Sir Tho, How, naw | What's That without ? 
Enter | Servant. 
Sir, Here's a Man with, a Rarce-Show : Wou'd 
Your Honour be pleas d to lee it? 
Sir Tho. Ay, ay, ſend him'in : It will divert 


— — 


ren 5 


us a little +; | Exit Servant. 
enter Servant, with SMAR T diſgus ſed, 
a with 7 a Box. 


Smart LStwas.] A vera prette Fance 2 
75 gallante Shaw A juſta come from France 
© Tout. Nouvegu. [Sets dbun the Box.] Here you 
* fall” ſee vat you ſal ſee — Give me vixePence, and 
3 fall fee for noting.” 


Car. [ Afide to Manly. ] Which Wa ſhall de * 
"ger rid ef che Squire? We y { oy "3 
3 19 * * 
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1 
Man. I have a Trick for that too, if you'll have 


2 a litdle Patience. | 


* 


2 
3 
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J _Your Servant, Ladies — and Gentlemen —I mun 


Sir Tho. Come, come, let theſe Laſſes ſee your 
Rarities. | Belinda and Corinna look in. ] 

Smart. [Sixcs.] Here you ſee — Signor Fari- 
nella — The famous Singer from Italy! 

Here you fee de Ladies of England kneel to 
him, and beg of him not to leave em; which is a 
vera prette Fance — a brave gallante Show, &c. , 

Here you fee de French Comedians in de Hy- 
Market — who come over, and get noting — but 
go back vid dere Labour for dete Pains — O dat 
is a very pretty Fance, &c. | 

Here you fee Monſieur Peterſone, who have no 
Senſe, pretend to write a de Opera; which is a 
vera prette Fance, a brave, &c. 

Here you ſee Madamoiſſelle Y7olanute , who 
jumpa Ten Story high, and never break her Neck 
at all. O dat is a very prette Fance — a brave 
gallante Show — a juſta come from France 


Tout Novean. | 


| Enter Servant. | To the Sguire.] 
Sir Jouler Kennel ſends his humble Service to you, 
Squire > and deſires to ſee you immediately 
and the Servant (by his Maſter's Order) has brought 
a Horſe for you, leſt your own ſhould be too 
long a getting ready. Kt 

Inu. What the Duce — can he want now? -- 


go, tho' I loſe the Sight of the Show: For I'm 


afraid his favourite Hound is a dying — for chere's 


A * 
* 


nothing elſe cou d have put him into ſuch a Hut- 
ry-Burry, I'm fore. Exit "Squire. 
Cor., Oh, Belinda / I'm in. the utmgſt Confus 
ſion leſt Sir Thomas find out the Deceit. 


1 l Ade 16 Belinda, 
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R Never fear: Take Courage, my Girl = ; 5% 
All goes well as your Heart can wiſh : Uncle, 
won't you ſee this Show Tis very pretty, 
and curious. 
Sir Tho, Well, well, to oblige you, my little Fil- 
tee Foals, I dont care if Ido take a Peep. [Zo9ks in. ö 
' Smart. Here you ſee de grand Monarch o 
ra d King of Spain, de Emperor of Germany, 
de King of Eugland, and all de Princes — It's a 
vera prette Fance, a brave gallante Show, Ge. 
Sir Tho. Why, you vagabond Rogue ! I tee no- 
thing of what you gabber. [ Angerly.} 
Smart. Pray, Sire, giva me Leave to look, if 
any Ting be fall'n * the Glaſs. 1 
Ir Tho. Ay, ay, prethee look. 3 
Spart. ＋ 5 O mafor dere is noting 
amiſs — Pray, Monſieur, look again? 
Sir 75 Why, you Son of a Whore — do 
you think I can't fee? — Wou'd you make a Foo! 
vf me —— Ill have you punifh'd for a Cheat. 2 
Smart. Sire, pray have Patience l And, to ſatis- * 
fy your Curioſity, if y6u vill letta me be vid you 4 
in private—— dat is out of Ear-Shot me vil 
open my Box — and you fall ſee mes yat 
S r 


Sir 7 bo. Ks Eil Pray, Mr. Mandy and you, 
Laſſes, go into the next Room for a Quarter 
of an Hour for this Fellow, I being a Magi 
ny going to ſhow me the Depth of his Art. 
Man. We'll oblige you, Sir. Come Ladies ws 
Now of never, Corms 11 7 
nur. N 15 . 4% 
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Sir Tho. Come, come, let me ſee what great Mat- 
ders you have — for as yet I've ſeen nothing. 

[ He gets upon a Stool, looks in at Top + Smart 


trips up his Heels, and ſhuts him into the 


Box; takes it in his Shoulder, and fings, A 
vere pretee Fance, wy Ws | 
Here you ſee de Fox in de Trap. O my 
Rarce Show ! my gallantee Show | 
' Sir Tho [In the Box.] Let me out you Rogues» 
you Villain — I'll trounce you ; -——— I'll cy 
your Throat, if you don't let me out. : 
Enter BELAMOUR 


Set down the Box, Smart. I'm ſorry to give 


you all this Trouble, Sir Thomas But it is upon 
my dear Corinna's Score. Had you been that ho- 
neit Gentleman her Father believ'd you, I ſhou'd 
not have been reduc'd to ſuch uncommon Me- 
thods to bring you to the Juſtice of performing his 
Laſt Will and Teſtament : Who, indced, left her, 
and her Fortune, at your Diſpoſal, till the Age of 
Eighteen - but then at Liberty to chuſe for her- 
felt ———— But, ur juſtiy --- you have ſtill de- 
.tain'd her: And wou'd make her believe, ſhe's 
wholly at your Diſpoſal. Of this, I have fufficienc 


Proof: Therefore, if you don't immediately ſign 


this Inſtrument, which reſigns over all your Right 
and Property to me, whom ſhe has choſen for her 
Guardian, I'll carry you to the next River, and 
you ſhall go Souſe into the Water like the Edi- 
tone, If you doubt che Truth of what T've 
utter d, here comes Corinna to anſwer for herſelf. 
Enter MaxLy, Corinna, and BEL1NDA, 
Sir Tho. Well, Gorry, is this"triue ? And have 
Me us'd me thus for all my Care a! d Fondneſs ? 
pgrattful Girl! But you'll hereafter repent 
e Lb 9 ' K this 
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this, when. that youne Rakebell —— FEE ſpent all 
your Fortune — Ther you'll wiſh yourſelf with 

. the old Man again. 

Cor. Tis even ſo, Sir Thomas you wou'd have 
| fcSbo'd me to- one I never cou'd have enjoy'd a 

" Moment's Tranquility wich; ; and ſo was reſolv'd 

to chuſe for my-;lelf. _ 

Sir The. Why, let me out — And Fil comply 
with what you deſire. 

Man. But tick ſign, Sir 7. Wet and all will 

be well. | 

Sir Tho. Come, come, give me the Pea, ſince it 
_ muſt be ſo for I'm almoſt choak'd to Death. 

Rid L Puts out his Hand, and figns ; and then 

* he is let out.] 

Sir Tho. What, Mr. Manly here [ I did not 
- think you would' have been concern'd in ſuch an 
Affair. 

Man. Oh, dear Sir Thomas] I'd do ten times a: 
: much at any Time to ſerve my Friend. 

Cor. Well, Sir Thomas ! But I hope you'll 
forg ive us this liccle Frolick ? 

Fir Tho. Frolick, quotha ! It's the worſt Fro- 
lick I ever was concern'd in. I forgive you ! A 
Pox rot, and confound you alrogether. Exit. 

Man, My Gear Friend, I. give you Joy of the 
"7 goccek. *+ 

Bel. Thank ye, Manh. Now are my Joys com- 
| Pleat ſince I am Bleſt with my dear Corinna. 

Cor. I am for ever oblig d to my kind Deliyeren 

Bel. Come, my Corinna ! | 

Let Hymen join our Hands our Hearts agree, 
—— ey our Time in Love eee, 
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AT R II. Sweet ate the Charms. 
Ber. Tig thus the timeful feather'd Kind 
Salutes an early pleaſant Spring: 
In happy Pairs they %indly jon; 
With warbling Notes they ſweetly fine 8 
So with the peaceful Turtle Dove, 
Succeeding Days are crown'd with Love 


Cor. My Lover's Breaſt ſball ſooth my Pain; 
His Honour charms my raviſh'd Soul ! 
His Power I'll own; and, whilſt he reigns, 
His Will T. never once controul : 
We'll both agree in every thing, 
That each Hour may new Pleaſures bring. 


Both. We'll both agree in every Thing, 
That, &c. e 9 85 | 


Euter BET Tx. 
Madam, here's the Squire juſt coming in. | 
Cor. Let him come, Betty; we are provided to 
receive him. 
Euter Sguire. : 
A ha ! what a Murrian is the Matter wi' ye all: 
You're mighty merry, and loving, methinks. 
Bel. We are all going to be married, Squire, 
Seu. Ay, and pray who is ſo fooliſh as to mar- 
ry you, I trow ; who are a_ younger Brother, 
without ever a Foot of Land. | 
Cor. Even your humble Servant, ſweet Squire 
" Timothy. Del. &! 
zu. Now, who wou'd take a Woman's Word 
for a Pin ——' For you're all as falſe --- as Cro- 
codiles But, for my Part, I cere not a Fig : for 
Lean have Women enough for all you, Mun. 
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1 9 AIR XIII. 

* Take not a Woman's Anger itt 

Let this be your Comfort, 

Let this be your Comfort Vill, 

That if one won't, another will 
She, that is fooliſh, will deny; 
But ſhe, that is wiſer, will comply. 
'Tis but a Woman, «hat care ] ? 
nn bat care I? what care I? 

*Tis but a Woman, what care I? 
However, I'm ſo well pleas d, I'll follow your 
Steps pretty ſmartly : For here's Miſtreſs Betty -- 
wont teſuſe me, I warrant ye — and I think he 8 
very pretty; and in good Truth I had always a 
Mind to her - more than you, Madam. [Ty Co- 
rinna.] And as for Father's Conſent, I care not 
this Snaps his Fingers |d'ye ſee. For now I'm 
ſet on t, I. will have a Wife, Ecod --- for he can't 
diſinherit me, I'm ſure. Well, Betty! what ſay ſt 
thou, Laſs ? Can you like me well enough for a 
Huſband ? | 

Betty. Well, Squire, fince yon come upon ho- 
nourable Terms; muſt own I always wiſh'd I 
I cou'd find 2s much to charm you with, as 

py Lady. 

gu, Say'ſt then ſo ! Why then here's my 
Hand, And now, Belinda, vou muſt call 
Mrs. Betty Couſin. And when Father dies, 
me'll be a Lady, and will take Place of her Mi- 
itreſs here, Ha, ha, ha, 
Cor. Upon my Word, Squire, I ſhan't envy * 
| Grandeur — for I wiſh you all the Roppines e : 
Hearts can defire. 
Man. S0 ] find all are happy in their Choices 21 

And now we'll ſpend the Night in Mirth and 
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AIR XIV. Sing Tantarara. 


Bel. Corinna, ſo charming ! a Beauty ſe bright ! 
She's all der a Wonder, fhe's all my Delight : 
Her Lace, with ber Virtues, agree to out ſhine 
All the Females en Farih, Ob ! I'm bappy ſhe's mine. 
Sing Tantararata Pleasd all, Llews'd all; 
Ling Tantararara Fleas'd all, all, all. 


Cox. Since I am thus bappy, I'll baniſh all Fear : 
My Ciyardian ! my Eusbard ! my Led ard my Dear! 
May cur Love, and (ur Joys, be as laſting as Life 
I ble in a Husband, and jou in a Wife. 

Hing Tantararara Bleſt all, Tc. 


Bert. Let Sir 'Twomas be wiſe, uſe Reaſon in Scrrew + 
May this Day's Experience inſlrut# him to Morrow, 
2 leave cheating, livs boneſt; be need not to fear 
The Trap, ar the Halter, will fall to bis Share. 

Sing Tantararara Take Care, c. 


Squ. And when my dear BeTTy takes me 10 ber Arms, 
With extarick Bliſs TI rifle ber Charms, 
We'll bug, and we'll kiſs, we ll ſport, and we'll play; 
We'll love all the Night, and we'll dance all the Day. 
Sing Tantararara Dance all, GSS. 


Max. And now if you'll deign to give us an Applauſe, 
'Zwill be a great Step in cur young Author's Cauſe, 
Zwill enliven bis Wit, ra his Senſes ſo gay, 
Next Tear, perhaps, he may write a Whole Pray, 
Sing 'Tantararara Clap all, Clap all; 
Sing Taptararars Clap all, all, all. 


[ CURTAIN dropy 


| 


mo ws 3 

errrocvr to be ſpoken by 
| _ "i Mr. and Mrs. PETERSON. 
Mrs. PeTt&$0N. | 
7 come - humble Sup e jor, or, my Spouſe : 
Ladies ! 1 hope you't W my Suit «refuſe. 
F You've h11'a 9 But d htb g20d, or 11, 
Hon your 4 Taſte, 1 fain * know. 
J. you make ny Hixband ſtand, or fall : 
Ta Je, gogd Man ! wou'd gladly pleaſe you all, 
| &o where the Poet fails in Art, or Care; 
1 *s Jour wonted Were to the Play'r. 

[ Exit. 
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k For r ix e enters. 

7 th jantee Mein, and  debenaire 1 © 
* Thus. comes Sir Fopling 10 . tha Fair !, 
ils grateful Senſe, and Thankfulneſs, Ion 

The Favour done me, by this generous Town. 
Thus at your Feet my Poetry 1 cal; 
_ My firſt Attenipt ; perheps may prove my laſt, 
Pardon my Muſe J unfit, I own; to_ write, 
| . Either in Verſe, 7 Proſe 2 But fince this Night 
Tos re pleas d to 7 me with a kind Rec * 


ht Farce, e will finu a el. Frefo 
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Spoken by Mr. Parasson, 


At His BENE FIT. 1 


ateful Thoughts e wh 4 
Thoſe Thought. ſhoulJwane not for Poetic 257 
But Words, ds 7 are far too poor to oö 
The Thanks I to your kind Indulgence o 
Who've Merit made of my Deſires to pleaſe ; 
Wink'd at my Faults, and 2 me by Degrecs. | 
My humble Thanks, indeed, are all I have 
To pay, as T, ribute, to the Fair, the Brave. 
The Stage, the Boxes, Pit; nay, Galeries, ton, 
Claim my Acknowledgments, their proper Due.” 
Encouragement's the very Life P Art.; 
Stirs up the active Mind, aud fires the Heart : 
From (mall Beg u . mates ib Induſtrious mend, 
And ſtruggles till Perfettion crowns the Eng | 
In 155. ardon what you find amiſs ! * . - 
car may mend the Faults of this 4 + 
bes i hereafter 1 4 lauſt , 10 | 
= Toy the Praiſt, whoſe & 4 f 
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= RODS q ASFA a N. 
ADVERTISEMENT 
2/0 is mow in the Preſs, to be publiſh'd, by 


SUBSCRIPTION, and already honour'd 
with the Names of ſeveral rejutable Perſons, 


H E Com pendious Hiſtory of England, from 
4 the firſt ip oſed Rulers down to the Pen- 
urch, the Arrival of Julius Cæſar with his Ro- 
man Powers, the Saxons in the Heptarchy ; with 
. Ache Lives of the Kings of Scotland, and other Po- 
tentates, cotemporary to each Reign. Adorn'd 

With ſuitable Cuts of the Engliſh Monarchs from 
| Kin WiLL1aM the Conqueror to his preſent Ma- 
jeſty. Likewiſe an Appendix, containing ſeveral 
curious Matters relating to Autiquity, Hiſtory, 
; Poetry, &c. Carefully collected by T Ho. Gen, 
3 of the Hiſtories of Yor &, Rigpon, Hull, 
and other remarkable Places: At whole Printing- 
Office the Subſcribers Names, &c. are taken in, to 
7 be inſerted in the ſaid Hiſtory, which will 0 
reh in a 204 N t Volume. 


